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32 Sketch 
And the rest of the kids picked up the chant— 
"Off to the war on the 6:34." 
Just today we stood on the bare wooden platform and watched 
the train slide in and shudder to a stop. Jim's hand closed tightly 
over mine and he brushed a brief kiss across my forehead. 
"Bye, Skipper," he said. 
He picked up his bag, the one we'd patched together this 
morning, and walked straight toward the waiting door. He 
didn't turn back. 
It was a good summer. The best I've ever had. 
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Not mine these dreams-
Then whose? 
What woman stood in the wet grass 
And traced a leaf against the moon? 
And soon 
What lass 
Will watch the thin moon-streams 
Ebb 
From the roots of trees 
To light a spiderweb? 
Whose dreams are these, 
Bridging the years 
From then to now to the hereafter? 
Whose tears? 
Whose laughter? 
Mine for the moment? Yes. 
It is enough. 
